VICHY  WATER
"In the meantime ?w I asked.
"You're going to Chaves. Don't forget this is a very serious
charge."
Then I suggested there must surely be such a thing as bail in
France and that I would willingly put it up myself. His answer was
that the best thing was to take a lawyer and I should send my lawyer
to see him. He asked if I could afford one. I said I could. In a
kindly voice he asked if he could do anything for me. I said my
wife was expecting me outside the Eveche and would he please ring
up the hotel and let her know that I was going to prison. He
promised to get in touch with her. The chain was round my wrist,
and I returned to the cell and the stench of the latrine.
At the Palais de Justice you get no food. If you go there from
prison you can take your daily bread ration with you; hut if you
come from the police you can go hungry. Now and then a kindly
gendarme, for a tip of fifty francs, will go out and buy you a sand-
wich. But to be able to say no, and see a man suffer, is such a
delightful thing that those whose work is attached to misery and
despair often forego the fifty francs.
There was an elderly man with us in the cell. He looked like a
churchwarden or a local alderman; the sort of man who in the world
outside would wag his head at my way of living. A benign smile
never left his face, and it was echoed in his heavy gold watch-chain.
He was in for attempting to rape an eight-year-old girl. He went to
the door, banged on it till a gendarme asked what he wanted. He
had left some money in an open drawer at home and please could he
go back and lock up the money? He wouldn't take more than an
hour. The gendarme, under the illusion that this man was pulling
his leg, hit him hard. He fell back into the cell. The gendarme
didn't surprise me. The night before a drunken man had been
brought in at the Evechd. He shrieked "Down with Hitler", and
after that our peephole was closed from the outside. None the less,
we carefully pushed it open and beheld the spectacle of French
gendarmes and policemen beating the life out of a Frenchman for
having shouted "Down with Hitler". The churchwarden sat and
sobbed, and some of the old hands told him not to make mauvais
sang. That is an expression that is very current in prison. Not to
make bad blood is supposed to keep you fit and trim for the day you
leave prison.
Then there is the cafard (blues) which attacks you. You have to
smoke to chase the cafard away.
The door opened and a gendarme led me back to the judge.